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TINCLE SAM—WELL DONE, 


BLAINE—Ir’LL SEE YOU IN 


BLAINE OF MAINE; COME AGAIN 


"SA. 








a 


= 


owen 


ee mn A 





Tree 





ner 




















” 


H) : \ 
Eee) 


THE JUDGE PUBLISHING CO., 


Nos. 13 & 15 PARK ROW, N. Y. 








PUBLISHED ONCE A WEEK. 
TERMS TO SUBSCRIBERS. 


UNTTED STATES AND CANADA 


One Copy, one year, or 52 numbers.... ee $5.00 
One Copy, six months, or 26 numbers........ «++ 2,00 
One Copy, for 13 weeks............ : nae s -- 1.26 


OF” POSTAGE FREE. “GB 
Address Tug JvpGe PUBLISHING Co., 13 & 15 Park Row, N. Y. 


The Right Brand. 
Tue doctors have chosen the right brand, 
and the American people, disgraced and hu- 


miliated as they have been before the eyes of 


the rest of the world in the so-called trial of 
the monster, Guiteau, demand—with no ifs or 
buts—that 
quickly. 


the hangman shall do his duty 
Let Judge Cox, calmly 
permitted the farce to drag along until the 


who has 


people have become scemingly stupefied 
through his conduct, take himself to the 


woods. Pity for such a man is out of place. 
Every man and woman expects the jurymen to 
do their duty, now that the doctors have 
shown that Guiteau is sane and responsible 
for his acts, and the verdict need no longer 
be delayed. Therefore, Judge Cox, do not 
hesitate about this trip to the woods. 


THE JUDGE. 


crafty he may have been as a politician, 
would have thus been honored by Garfield, 
and the verdict of the people was that the 
Every public man 
is bound to receive more or less abuse, and 
Blaine has passed through showers of it. He 
is said to be sly, cunning, selfish and over- 


selection was a wise one. 


ambitious. Mulligan accused him of worse 
traits than these, and political opponents have 
connected him with railroad rings and a de- 
sire to corruptly fill his purse while in posi- 
tions of power. But everybody knows that 
politicians, as a rule, are not backward in 
disparaging the characters of those they seek 
to defeat, and the great body of the American 
people are charitable enough to believe that 
while Mr. Blaine may not be ‘‘ chaste as ice, 
and as pure as snow,” politically, yet they be- 
lieve him to be a far better man than most of 


| his fellows, and are ready to give him a cer- 
tificate for work well and faithfully done in | 


Give | 


the case to the jury, record the verdict, sen- | 


tence the beast, and then travel. If -you 
should by any chance step into the good old 
State of Delaware, and should find a whipping- 
post near by, stop and let the sheriff do his 
duty by vou. 


Respect for a high-minded judi- | 


ciary is one thing, but respect for a man who | 


has allowed his court-room to be used by the 
assussin of a President as a place to assault, 
day after day, the hearts of the people, is quite 
a different matter. That the people permitted 
themselves to be thus insulted and did not re- 
move the prisoner in the early days of the 
rial, is merely another proof that this is an 
live. 


extraordinary age in which we 


| exception by any manner of means. 


THE 


JuDGE hopes that the hangman will be directed | 


to proceed at once, and in the spirit of kind- | 


ness which always fills his heart, asks Judge | 


Guiteau shall 
and Cox, fare- 


Cox to remove himself when 


been have removed. Guitean 


well! 


“I'll See You in ’84.” 
THE retirement of James G. 
Maine, from the Cabinet is, from a political 
standpoint, no ordinary circumstance at this 
time, and the ‘‘ White-plumed Knight” may 
safely be considered as squarely in the race 
for the Presidency in 1884. When Garfield 
gave unto Blaine the portfolio of the Secre- 
tary of State, he undoubtedly recognized in 
the Maine statesman a leader of leaders in 
the dominant party. No man of 
ability in statesmanship, no 


inferior 


matter how 


their service. So let Uncle Sam, our patron 
saint as it were, say: ‘‘ Well done, Blaine, ef 
Maine, And while this moh- 
arch in his party shall sit before the old log 
fire "(way down in Maine, dreaming over vie- 


come again.” 


tories in the past and having bright visions 
of the future, the people throughout the land 
will not forget his reply to Uncle Sam: “Tl 


see you in ’84.” 


Crushing for Christmas. 
Ir has been said by philosophers that every 
This assertion might 
be open to question did not the holiday season 
come around so often, but if any one doubts 


other person is insane. 


it—so far as every other woman is concerned 
—all he has to do is to visit some of our pop- 
ular stores at this time and see the wrangling 
of the crowds who rush there to buy presents. 
It is worth a dress, a bonnet, a cloak, a bus- 
tle, a full stock of Christian patience, and al- 
most a life to get into and out of Macy's at 
this season of the year, nor is that place an 
But the 
dear creatures wil] go—and sometimes it 
does seem that they select the most crowded 
places on purpose. It is funny why thev do 
it, but they do. And talk about foot ball and 
college rushes! talk about men being vigorous 
They are not a ‘‘marker” to 
women who are out shopping for the holidays. 


in a crowd! 


Cheap Johns. 





WE refer to Chinese Johns this time. A 
new reason has been discovered why they must 
go. Recently one of them who had saved upa 
little money by washie, washie in San Francis- 
co, started an eating saloon where he furnished 


| more for less money than could the Italian 


Blaine, of | 
| business. 


Kearneyites, and was speedily doing a good 
But of course he had no right todo 
so. Was he nota heathen? So a committee 
of several Kearneyites waited upon poor Ho 
Sham and convinced him of his ungodliness 
by cleaning out his shebang and destroying 
what they could not carry away, notably his 
hot stove. And what do you suppose that 
pig-tailed, pig-headed heathen did? Why, he 
actually had the audacity to pretend that he 
was not convineed that it was wrong for him 








to try to get a living in competition with 
victualers of other nationalities, and so has 
started again. Men of America—proud, free, 
prosperous America! shall we tamely submit 
to this? Shall a foreigner be allowed to com- 
pete with us on our own free soil? Of course all 
men are Yorn free and equal, and all that sort 
of thing, but we are speaking of Ch namen. 
No, the voice of Kearney in the West. will find 
in the East. 


an echo Any Chinaman who 


| shall dare to start a chop-house must go. Be- 


sides, we are stronger than they are anyhow, 


The Sad 


Lesson. 

THE burning of the Ring Theater in Vienna 
startles the world, and for a while the man- 
agers, directors, the authorities, and even 
the public will take extra precautions against 
fire, just as they did after the Brooklyn hor- 


But what 


ror. lasting good will it pro- 
duce? How much safer will our places of 


amusement be, and how much will be thought 
abont the danger after the first few shud- 


ders over this affair have passed away? The 
fact is, there should be a radical change in 
our methods of constructing theaters. They 


should not only stand on a corner, but by 
rights they should stand all alone, and have a 
wide, strong balcony surrounding every gal- 
lery, with doors opening outward and never 
locked, and these baleonies could be used for 
promenades in summer. Let them be con- 
nected with each other by stairways, and let 
them be ample to hold all who could possibly 
be crowded into the different galleries, and 
then in ease of an alarm, the theater could 
be emptied quickly, and all be out of dan- 
this, there should be 
space between the rows of seats. 


ger. Besides more 
Of course, 
there could not be so much money got into 
such a theater, but after all life and safety 
are quite as important to patrons as money 
is to managers. Let them not only give usa 
show for our money, but at the same time 
a show forour lives. No person can say fora 
certainty what he would do in the case of 
a fire breaking out in a crowded theater, but 
one thing we all know, the chance 


there is for escape, the better the prospect 


more 
is of living to get clear of such danger. 


Obstinate Typos. 

TaLK about philanthropy—it is said on 
good authority, that after Cyrus W. Field 
had absorbed the Express and discharged the 
old employees, he thought to show the great- 
ness of his heart by offering the poorly paid 
compositors, who were about going off in 
search of other employment, the sum of thirty 
cents per thousands ems, in place of the regu- 
lar price of thirty-five cents, which they had 
been receiving from the oid management. 
And yet those obstinate, unappreciative typos 
actually refused to partake of Mr. Field's 
generosity. It is no wonder that our rich men 
get discouraged in laboring for the poor! 


IT is to be hoped that some, not far distant, 
day will witness the pleasant spectacle of trains 
running to accommodate passengers, and not 
passengers to accommodate trains. 





























THE JUDGE. 








» he roceeds to the abode of his best beloved 


udder and ate un quenchable love, 


WOMAN. 


‘* Tus earth, ere gentle woman smiled, 
And back its darkness rolled, 
Like snow, in some untrodden wild, 


Was pure, but, ah, how cold!” 


So sang a minstrel, dead and done, 
And, let 
For why should be remembered one 


us hope, forgot 


That wrote such rhythmic rot? 
Old Adam (bless his ancient nibs!) 
Had better never slept 
Or buried been with all his ribs, 


Ere Man that slumber wept. 
MAX SIMS. 


The Teamster Missionary. 
BY “ BRICKTOP.” 

HirAM BARKER possessed immortal long- 
ings. He felt them working within him con- 
tinually like wind on the stomach. 

He was only a teamster here in New York, 
but having caught on to a church, where he 
talked loudly about the need of missionary work 
among the carmen and drivers inthe city, and 
what good he could do if he only had a truck 
and horse of his own, they presented him with 
a good rolling and pulling establishment and 
told him to go ahead with his proposed mis- 
sionary work, and at the same time make all 
the money he could with his horse and truck. 

Barker hypocrite. He verily 
believed that he could reform his fellow-crafts- 


was no 


men and stop the floods of profanity which so 
frequently astonishes a listening community, 
and this shows at once that he was never in- 
tended for a teamster, however much he might 
prove to be as a missionary. 

The first day he appeared out with his new 


horse and truck was an eventful one. In 


He 

















order to get business, of course he had to join 


the throng and take his chances, for of all the 
trades in which the weakest goes to the wall, 
that of a truckman is the most conspicuous, 
excepting a hackman, perhaps. 

But they spotted that new rig at once; that 
brightly-painted cart, new horse and shining 
was the wonder, and hun- 


harness. Great 


dreds the questions which were asked him re- 


| garding it, all of which he answered meekly 


and truthfully, 
laughed and derided him for what 


although, strange to say, they 


he had 


| promised to do in order to get it. 


| but he 


And those wicked teamsters managed to 


knock a good deal of paint off Barker's cart 
by running into it with their old ones. 
pretended, of course, that it was accidental, 
better, several times he 


knew and 


| secretly wished that he wasn’t so good as he 


| was, that he might resent these affronts with- 


out going back on his professions. 

Altozether his first day’s missionary work 
did not pan out very heavy, and when he re- 
turned to his stable, and saw the many sears 
he had received, he felt as though not even 
the consolations of religion could obliterate 
them. 

But he braced up and tried it again the 
next day. Whenever he 


companions swear either at his horse, or 


heard one of his 
somebody else and horse, he reproved them 
gently, and during the day was only knocked 
down twice, and run over once, which was 
very good, considering his subjects. 

And it did seem that they swore original 
and more frequent oaths than they did before 
his advent among them as a missionary. 
They cursed him up hill and down dale. They 
balked him in every way possible, and being 
only human, it is no wonder that he weakened. 
It is no wonder that he soon came to the con- 


clusion that it would require at least ten 


They | 





= — nd 
THE FICKLE MR. BROWN. 
hids her issue forth and fly with him to a more «de The fair Clolinda prepares to descend, happy in! iq 
lectable cime, and rest forever in his strong love, es- we, but at the sight of her angelic feet Mr. B 
t from the cares and toil of life. broke up,” and when she arrives at the botto 
: just catches a glance of Mr. B. qoing over the fence 
a most unesthetic manner. 


missionaries to one teamster in order to pro 
duce anything like a good result, and they 
would want to be muscular Christians at that. 

They caught the business away from him 
while he was preaching against profanity, and 
at the 
debt, and almost out of patience. 


end of a month he found himself in 
Goodness 
was all very well, but it did not pay; at least, 
not to be too good. 

So he began to act, little at a time, like his 
fellows; and finally he got so that he could stand 
on his truck ina jam and shout and curse, and 
call his fellows all the select society names that 
were ever heard of, until at length he began 
to be respected, and to be recognized as a 
thoroughbred teamster; and then, of course, 
business began to flow in upon him abun- 
dantly. 

And now he owns a 


dozen carts, and em- 


ploys as many men. He is a good solid mem- 


| ber of his church yet, but never says a word 


about reforming teamsters. He recognizes 
the fact New 
York is beyond the influence of ordinary mis- 


that the average teamster in 


sionary work, 

AT the present moment the world is at 
Why is this thing thus? Where is 
Dennis Kearney? 


peace. 


THE JUDGE intends to hump himself Christ- 
mas and New Years. 

Just about now bad little boys are more 
like little cherubs than at any other time dur- 
ing the twelve months, the cute, expectant 
little rascals. 


‘CONGRESS adjourns for the 
Well, that is what they 
Why are we a 


holidays.” 
isn’t it? 
what is 


meet for, 


great nation, and 


Congress for anyhow? 
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THE ASTHETES. 


On! we are two Damsels Esthetic 
And for ‘Color™ and ** Tone” 
The traditional Cake 
We most usually take, 


sympathetic ; 


And we also write Verse Antithetic 


For each ’s an Esthetical Maiden 

And Maudie. Burne-Jonas, Seymour-Haden, 
Rosetti and Wilde 
Seem tame, meek and mild 

When at Poetry or Pottery we wade in 


We play on the Harp and Bassoon ; 

We can Rink, dance the Racquet and Spoon. 
But our taste is Severe 
And in naught we appear 


But old Gold, Olive Green and Maroon 


Our Kensington Stitch beats a fence 

And our Fans, Flower-paintec, Immense; 
With our work they call ‘ Crewel 
Make many a Duel 

*Mongst Men who are Truly Intense 


Our Lilies are Languid and Faint; 

At Sunflowers our Equals there ain't; 
And Raphael's Cupids 
Are fat little Stupids, 

Compared to the Kind that We paint. 


For Cupids are always a Bother 

To Girls that have no Little Brother; 
But when Models are Scarce 
Almost Any will Pass, 

So we turn in and paint One Another 


Some think us “too Awfully Quite,” 
But indeed and indeed they're not right. 
** Quite Awfully, Too,” 
We may be, it is true, 
Which is Different, you see, by a Sight. 
ADAM CLARK. 


Some 


Things That I Like. 


A PLEASANT little episode at my barber's 
yesterday 
sketch. 
and had oiled my hair with undue hberality. 


morning suggested the present 


He had just given me a good shave, 


I was in the act of putting on my new win- 
ter overcoat, the latest 
style, when he approached with great swilt- 
ness, and, seizing it by the smooth velvet col- 


made of beaver in 





THE JUDGE. 


oily hands, the sleeves were soiled, and my 
maiden aunt (with whom I am now stopping) 
found two or three ugly marks on other parts 
ofthe garment—and yet, I liked the barber. 

You ask me why? 

Because, my dear’ JUDGE, he exemplified a 
certain charming trait of human nature which 
I pondered over as | walked calmly down the 
street 
disregard of his own personal convenience as 
to how it should be done. 

If he had 
have utterly 


haste to doa service, with an utter 


been base and selfish, he would 
if not that, he 
would have stepped up to the washstand and, 
after deliberately cleansing his hands, he would 


ignored me, or, 


have approached me to render the cheerful 


service. And by that time I should prob- 


| ably have succeeded in getting on my coat by 


mnvself. 

But he was too unselfish for that. Utterly 
regardless of his own personal convenience he 
hastened to my side, and, with that thonghtless- 
ness which is always a part of the truly un- 
selfish nature, he quickly and energetically as- 
sisted me. 

And his act, of course, is one of the things 
that I like. 

This same sort of unselfishness is sometimes 
shown in a tender solicitude as to your physi- 
cal condition on the part of some persons on 
certain peculiar occasions. 

Perhaps THE JUDGE has been out late at 
night some time—at will Say, 
If so, 
he will appreciate that unselfish and thought- 
ful individual who, 


au wedding, we 


or a presentation of a service of silver. 


next 
when your head is fairly ready to burst and 


upon the morning, 
you see the pavement yawning beneath you to 
swallow you up on the spet, approaches you 
outstretched hand, full of health, 
With exercise, and asks you, in a hearty tone: 


with ros) 
** Well, old fellow, how do you feel now?” 
Some may say that that is notime to ask how 
aman feels—not a moment to allude to feelings 
at all. But I know that 
me that it sends a thrill of joy into one’s heart 


you will agree with 


to have a human being come up to you at such 
a time, and kindly, unselfishly, ask the ques- 
tion that I have just mentioned. 

It betokens a tender interest in your con- 
dition. Then, too, the questioner always 
smiles as he looks at you, and you generally 
appear as forlorn as you feel. 

But, That is not the 
smile of derision—it is simply a part of his 


make no mistake. 


| hearty manner; that is all. 


now, 


lar, his hands all shining with oil, by a vigor- | 


ous effort adjusted the garment on my shoul- | 


ders. 

He complimented me on the fit, also on the 
quality of the cloth, caressingly rubbing the 
sleeves up and down several times, and as- 
suring me it 


- 


grand, immense, O. K. 
Then, after receiving the pay for my shave, 


was ** 


he bowed me a pleasant 
and I departed. 


** Good-morning,” 


Of course my collar was spotted with his 


And that is one of the things that I like. 

Observe, too, that this species of inquiring 
friend always wants to know how you feel 
It is the present moment that he is 
anxious about. He knows very well that you 
felt bad some other time. He knows that you 
were at that entertainment the night before, 
and that you assisted the wine to flow very 
freely; but he is utterly oblivious of the fact, 
or at least appears to be, that your head is 
in a very abnormal condition. 

But he does not rake up the past; he simply 
yearns to know how you feel now. 

Please notice that he does not allude to any 
unpleasant sickness in the past—that abscess 
on your left ear, the touch of malaria you had 
down on Island last the 


Long summer, or 


slight attack of rheumatic gout which you 
told him, a few days ago, you felt coming on. 

Oh, kind-hearted man, and 
though you are ready then, as I say, to fall 
through the earth, he alludes to none of those 
unpleasant sicknesses of the past, but, sup- 


no; he is a 


posing that you are enjoying the bracing 
weather, he simply inquires how you feel 
now, 

Then, again, I like my doctor. 

It was my fortune to have a surgical picnic 
The 
with commendable promptness, 


a short time since. doctor came to me 
and, taking 
out knives, and lances, and saws, and scissors, 
hooks, and sharp-pointed things that 
looked like metallic toothpicks, he laid them 
all out in a row on a table near the bed, where 
I could see them. 
Now, that was a thing J liked, of course. 


Because it showed a thoughtful interest in 


and 


the state of my nerves. 

instruments— 
wished to display them fully and completely, 
so that I could see exactly what they were, 


He wanted to show me these 


and so be disarmed of that fear which springs 
from ignorance. 

On the 
But then there was 


To be sure, I was not disarmed. 
contrary, I felt horrible. 
that unselfish and original effort on his part to 
calm my nervousness. 

And so, of course, that is one of the things 
that I like. 

At one of the Nassau street restaurants, to- 
day, I had another pleasant experience which 
will illustrate the unselfish efforts of others to 
please us 

You may remember that the hat-pegs are 
not very large in those places, not quite large 
enough for a high silk hat, which is the kind I 
generally wear to conceal my bald-headedness. 

By careful balancing, I had succeeded in 
placing my hat on one of these hooks, and 
there it staid until I had finished my meal. 

Iwas about to reach for it, when an agile 
waiter darted for the hat, eager, you see, to 
doa service. I also, I may add, careless as 
to how he did it, so long as he did it; for he 
reached over my bald head, the big round head 
of a short, fat man, and the red head of a 
narrow-shouldered gentleman, all of them 
sitting on my left. 

The waiter could just touch the rim of the 
hat. He could not get a good clinch on it. 
As he touched it it fell, striking the butter-dish, 
the cope of the crown tilting over, and being 
freely bathed in a bowl of soup, the preperty 
of the gentleman on the opposite side. 

Now, you will say that that 
Not at all. 


unselfish desire to do a service which is such a 


annoyed me. 
Because it illustrated that eager, 


sweet trait in poor, weak human nature. 
In fact, it was one ofthe things that I liked. 


GEORGE J. MANSON, 


In the face of all the childish misery and 
degradation there is in New York, we wonder 
if the managers of ‘‘ The Society for the Pre- 
vention of Cruelty to Children” are not 
ashamed of some of the questions they asked 


little ‘‘Corinne,” when she was before the 
Court. Is there a stronger word than /y- 


pocrisy ? If there is we wou'd like to paste 


it upon that society’s escutcheon. 




















THE JUDGE. 





CHRISTMAS CAROL. 


Now your Christmas cards do meet us, 

At the stationers, and greet us. 

You witn chromo tintings treat us, 
Gorgeous Prang, Prang, Prang! 

‘*For a dollar and a quarter, 

You can please some old man’s daughter. 

If you don't—why, then you oughter,” 

(So the picture-seller sang.) 


Now the young man scans the matter, 

And his heart goes pit-a-pat-ter, 

As he probes—but hears no clatter 
Of the silver in the pants. 

Then I hear him mutter, mutter, 

Words too too for me to utter: 

‘‘T must either buy, or ‘cut’ her; 
Yes! 


Forego her maiden haunts.” 
Then he desperately glares, 
As the Prang-man vaunts his wares, 
And 
Looks as savage as a Turk, 
At the chinchinabulation 
Of the clerk, clerk, clerk. 


-without exaggeration 


An Open Letter to the Park 
Commissioners. 
CENTRAL PARK MENAGERIE, ) 
YESTERDAY, 1881. f 
PARK COMMISSIONERS: 
DEAR Sirs—At the last 
of the inmates of the Menagerie, I was dele- 
gated to confer with you on the subject of 


TO THE 


vacations. Trade now being dull, it 
thought that you would not hesitate in grant- 


vas 


ing the various members of the exhibition 
well earned recreation. 

In order to give the request more weight, 
and to show that, in some instances, said 
vacation is really necessary, I have been re- 
quested to specify some of the most prominent 





regular meeting 


individual cases, with the causes of their de- | 


siring leave of absence. 

Your attention is requested while I specify 
as follows: 

The Giraffe. —This member is suffering from 
acute rheumatism in his legs—computed to be 
about four miles seven furlongs of pain—and 
wishes to go to the White Sulphur Springs for 
the waters. His is a complaint of /ong stand- 
ing. He is also troubled with hay fever, 
caused by a cold, caught while his piecadilly 
was away to the laundry. 

There is a contract to furnish flannel for his 
neck; but it is feared the contractor cannot 
fully meet the same, nor has he a derrick tall 
enough to put on the top layers. 

Being * 


a vacation. 


all broke up,” the giraffe sues for 


The Camel.—Suffering from a stomach—or 
stomachs (he has four, according to the last 
census) 
He also wishes to lay in a quantity of sulphur 
juice. 

Polar Bear.—This member is suffering from 


trouble brought on by Croton water. | 


| wires: 
| of ‘‘ ye serpente who lurketh in ye bottome of 
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b ” 
Intense ecstasy of Mrs. Maqorran’s 


goat upon finishing a repast of sardine bores and stove coal, 


with a tomato 


sid . . 
can still in reserve 


body, wishes to contract with a Bowery hair- 
dye man. 

The Hyena would like leave of absence on 
esthetic grounds. He desires to hear Rossi 
recite the lines: 

‘When churehyards yawn, 
And graves give up their dead 


(Shake. ) 

The Anaconda would like to have a chariot 

-for his health—on the Brooklyn Bridge 
also, to go to Jersey, to play the part 


race 


| ye Jersye wynee glasse.” 





super-pulmonic bronchitis, and wishes to go | 


to Florida. 

Zebra wishes to go to the Staten Island 
Dyeing Establishment, to be turned out look- 
In other 
words, he wishes to ‘‘have the spots knocked 
out of him.” 

The Elephant, now quite bald all over his 


ing less like an equine convict. 








The Monkey. 
ment from the sight of man. 
regain his self-respect. 

The Remainder would like vacation, 
various reasons—all legitimate. 


This member craves retire- 
He would fain 


for 


As for Myself, I am greatly desirous of 


Do not 
be alarmed, no danger can befall me there. 
Yours, 
REYNARD, 
Committee on Vacations, 
Central Park Menagerie. 


taking part in a Jersey Fox Hunt. 


From Lowell 


A PHILOSOPHER adjures us to ‘ go to a dog 
for sympathy.” Yes, and if you don’t want 


sympathy you can get fleas or hydrophobia, 


| in lots to suit, at the same price. 


THE correspondent of a London paper 
writes how he placed a tumbler of milk on a 
table, poured a quantity of rum into it, and 
left it standing for a moment. Presently there 
was a loud report, and the tumbler was found 
cracked in two. And the singularly innocent 
correspondent lays the whole occurrence to 


| the milk, and writes up the affair as ilustrat- 





ing a new feature in that fluid. Really there 


Was nothing new about the thing. Rum has 
before this been the cause of tumblers break 
ing, and frequently when they were entirely 
empty. 


AN article in an exchange devoted to the 


interests of our dumb animals says: ‘* The 
tumbler derives its name from its propensity) 
of turning over beckward in its flight.” The 


writer must have closely observed the mo- 
tions of a tumbler in drinking at a bar. 
IMPORTANT, if true—the sights on a Creed- 
moor rifle. 
THESE cuts for newspaper advertising “are 
They hold the attention of the 
We have been 


interesting. 
reader, he knows not why. 
gazing earnestly at the figure of a man on a 
hicyele, one hand grasping the steering ap- 
paratus, the other arm crooked, in a familiar 
attitude, toward the mouth. This 
are sure of, but certainty ends when you try 
to decide whether the rider has just playfully 


much we 


snatched a toy trumpet from a street vender 
and is tooting it in derision, as he wheels rap- 
idly away, or whether he is taking a bite out 
of a pretzel, as he wings his flight from the 
convenient ‘‘half-way house,” on his regular 
country ‘‘spin.” The latter, perhaps, would 
beer more plausible solution. 


THE Cuban lover must visit his affianced 
every day, or her big brother is sent after 
him. The only business that flourishes down 


that way must be the clergyman’s. 


A PHILADELPHIA exchange runsa ‘‘ Lovers’ 
Corner,” and places it right up close to the 
stable. This 
much hke French opera—very suggestive. 


advertisement of a livery is 
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THE JUDGE. 











IT STICKS—_AND 
*‘ William, do hurry and put up the umbrella, 


crushing my hat and drenching my parce 


DID YOU EVER? 


DID YOU EVER ATTEND A BARN RAISING? 

LIKE huskings and quilting parties, barn 
raisings do not often take place in cities and 
large towns. 

No, you have to go away back into the 
country where people are more primitive, and 
where there is more of the genuine neighborly 
feeling ; where ‘‘do to others as you would 
be done by yourself,” has a greater exemplifi- 
cation than it has in cities where the spirit is, 
‘* Everybody for himself and the devil take the 
hindmost.” 

Farmer Hawkins has been busy for a long 
time hauling, hewing, and framing timbers 
for a new barn, the subject of which has 
been the principal theme of conversation in 
the farming neighborhood for the past year. 

He has had one or two carpenters at work 
from time to time framing it. 
the 
farmers, in a smaller way perhaps, and as 


Yes, from time 
to time, because carpenters are also 
there isn’t much money in such communities, 
the business has been done at odd jobs and by 
‘‘changing work,” so that a long time clapses 
before the frame is ready to go together and 


be raised. 








you are 


| 
The first thing to do isto get the sills on | 


to the foundation and lay the floor. 
generally done by the farmer and one or more 
carpenters, and when this is completed the 
great work of raising the frame is ready to be 
commenced. 


This is | 


Now, in larger communities the advent of a 


circus will create a sensation. In New Jersey 
it blocks the wheels of business, but in such 
neighborhoods as THE JUDGE has in his mind’s 
eye now, localities where circuses never ven- 


| 


So) 


N 








* There! 1 told 


ture, a barn raising is a great event; 

equal to other things in other places. 
Well, Farmer Hawkins gets things all ready 

for the raising, but among the 


fully 


“things is a 
barrel of hard cider, and a substantial farmer 
dinner, to be partaken of after the labor is 
over. 


No written or printed invitations are sent 





The cider barrel is on tap, and while a few 
men are busy putting together and pinning a 
broadside of the frame of the barn, the others 
are sampling cider, swapping stories, making 
jokes, having lifting contests, and otherwise 
amusing themselves until they are wanted. 

The bone and sinew of the town is there, 
but on such occasions all differences, of what- 
ever nature, are forgotten, and a wild good 
nature reigns almost boisterously. 

Finally a broadside of the barn frame is 
pinned together and lays upon the floor, ready 
to be raised perpendicularly, and all hands 
are called. 

Fifty stalwarts rush upon the scene, laugh- 
ing, joking, calling to each other in all sorts 
of ways. 
there. 


And of course the funny man is 
He is always on hand at such gather- 
ings, and if he cannot make others laugh, he 
laughs loud enough at his own jokes and odd 
sayings to make up for it all. 

‘Cum, now, yer histers, let’s see how yer 
cider works!’ he calls. ‘‘ Now, then!” and 
setting the example, he bends down and seizes 
a board or some light object and lifts and 
grunts until he gets up a laugh. 

Then they all bound down and seize the 
frame. Everybody shouts, but 
lifts. the heavy 
raises; up, up it goes, and then 
are brought 


everybody 


also Slowly framework 
an pike poles ad 
requisition. A hundred 


orders are given; a hundred odd jokes in- 


into 


| dulged in, but presently and surely the big 


broadside rises to a perpendicular, and the 
tenons are introduced into the mortices in the 
sills with a thud, and then the whole is stayed 
in place. 

A wild hurrah announces the triumph of 
muscle over matter, and then there is a_re- 
spite and a boisterous gathering around the 


| cider barrel, where comments are exchanged 


out, but word is passed around that Farmer | 


Hawkins is to have his raising on such an 


afternoon, and there is an immediate re- 
sponse, 
Farmers come from near and far. The 


women folks have little or nothing to do with 
the affair; it is essentially a stag party, 
gathered for hard work and all the fun there 
is to be got out of it. 

And the fun there is to be got out of such 
gatherings is nothing to be sneezed at, for all 
the stout young fellows go to them, and the 
old fellows, who will not have it said that they 
have lost 
strength, naturally pit 
them. 


themselves against 
In fact, aside from the fun, and the 
and the manifestations of 
neighborly good-will, these raisings amount to 
areal tournament of strength. 


ro l-fellowship, 


Josh, and Sam, and Zeke, and Eleazar, and 
all the other strapping young farmers are 
there in fine feather, ready to contest with 
anybody, either in lifting or wrestling, and 
they make the old fellows feel young again, 
and even before the real work of the day is 
ready, they engage in friendly contests to 
show that they are the same in every respect 
as they were twenty years ago. 

They sometimes fail in this, but they do not 
fail in showing their genuineness and man- 
hood. 


| put up that ere 


on the business. 
“Tsay, yer, Josh Bisbee, did yer see me 
broadside ?” calls the funny 
man to some one. 
‘*No, by gosh, but I seen yer puttin’ down 
a good lot er cider!” and then of course there 
is a laugh. 


‘“Wal, but, by gosh, yer don’t see me put 


| 99 . . 
| down myself,” replies the funny man. 


their grip or an atom of their | 


‘* But I can put yer down.” 
“Come on! IT'll bet yer!” and while the 
more earnest ones go to another 


prepare 
broadside, others go to see the friendly wrest- 
ling match. 

Well, finally another broadside is pinned 
together, and the same thing gone through 
with, as it is when the end broadsides are 
made ready, and finally all four of the walls 
are up. 

Then comes more cider; more hilarity; more 
rugged jokes, and a homely dance upon the 
floor ofthe now almost completed barn. 

By this time the cider begins to work, and 
things get lively. Songs, 


dances, stories, 


jokes, and funny sayings follow each other in 


rapid succession. 

Next comes the raising of the rafters. These 
are all cut and ready, but only a few men are 
necessary to put them in place, so the others 
are engaged in little contests of strength, or 
trying the strength of the cider, until a royal 
Yankee laugh hovers over the entire party. 
































™ 


And when the rafters are all in place, and | 


the skeleton of the barn is pronounced pertect, 
then of course the ‘‘ daring cuss ” of the com- 
pany makes good his reputation by climbing 
up to the ridge-pole and astonishing his friends 


by standing erect upon it, and then elinching | 


the whole business (which is sure to be talked 
about for a longtimeand make him solid with 
the girls all about) by standing on his head on 


that dangerous height and calling for three | 


cheers for the American eagle. 

This is only a charcoal sketch of one of those 
country festivals which many of my readers 
will remember. The event is a great one, 
and is followed up by a sterling supper, pork 
and beans, pumpkin pie, together with other 
substantials, which close the business, and in 


the heartiest and best of spirits the partici- 





THE JDGE,. 


while a hopeless sort of expression crosses ; won't be under any obligations to anybody. 


over her face. 

Mrs. Sappy.—Really I can’t tell, Reginald, 
but I'll try to. Let’s see: to begin with, there 
was five cents to ride down to the ferry and two 
cents for ferriage, but I had one of your tickets, 
so ferriage don’t count, and on the boat I met 
Mrs. Doodle; you know the Doodles, awful 
rich, live upon the Heights, Freddy Doodle 
was awfully in love with. me, nearly went 
crazy when I refused him, and Mrs. Doodle 
herself begged me to marry him, and said I 


would regret it if I didn’t. As I say, I met 


_ her upon the boat, and when she landed—she 


| 


pants return to their homes, leaving Farmer | 


Hawkins to cover his barn at his leisure, and 
to talk it 
months, 


the next three 
unless another event of a like charac- 
ter transpires before that time. 


all over during 


OUR POPULAR FARCES. 


BUYING CHRISTMAS PRESENTS. 


REPORTED BY ‘“ ED.” 


Scene.—The Banquet Hall of a Jersey City 
Flat. Size 10x12. Characters: Mr. 
SAPPY, Mrs. SappyY. 

Mr. Sappy discovered reading. Enter 

MRs. Sappy. 


Mrs. Sappy.—Well, here I am at last. Can 
it be possible that the clock is right? Half- 
past seven. Geod gracious, who would have 
thought it? But when one gets to New York, 
time does fly so. And besides we were de- 
layed fully half an hour, maybe it wag three- 
quarters, upon the ferry-boat. We ran over a 
horse-car or a grain elevator, I do not know 
which. Come to think, a gentleman who sat 
next to me said it was a canal-boat with such 
lovely blue eyes—the gentleman, not the canal- 
boat, I mean, and it was a mercy our lives 
were spared, for ail was confusion, and a mule 
attached to a beer-wagon fainted dead away. 
Really, Reginald, Ido hate Christmas, for I 
always have such a time a-buying presents. 
And I’ve got to go to New York again Mon- 
day. 

Mr. Sappy.—What for ? 

Mrs. Sappy.—To buy presents. 

Mr. Suppy.—But you said you were going 
to buy all of yours to-day? 

Mrs. Sappy.—I meant to, but I couldn’t. 

Mr. Sappy.—What was the reason? 

Mrs. Sappy.—Didn't have money enough. 

Mr. Sappy.—You didn’t? I asked you be- 
fore you went out this morning how much you 
required, and you reptied that fifteen dollars 
would be amply sufficient, for you did not 
mean to make many presents this year. 

Mrs. Sappy.—I supposed it would, but it 
wasn’t. I couldn’t even buy a gift for Uncle 
Lou, or Aunt Amanda, or Sister Elma. 

Mr. Sappy.—Where did all of your money 
go to? 

[Mrs.Sappy knits her Brows and consults an 
elaborately-penciled pocket memoranda, 


had on an elegant seal-skin sacque, while I had 
that awful old plush coat—she said with such a 
sneering smile, ‘‘I’m going to take a cab, 
dear, to Macy's; I suppose you'll walk;” so 
I says,‘‘ No, not much. I invariably take a 
And I did, too, such a perfectly 
elegant barouche, with such an utterly genteel 
coachman, and a monogram upon the door, 
and I drove away in style, while the horses be- 


” 


barouche. 


| fore the cab which Mrs. Doodle hired looked 
| just like a hat-rack, and the cab was dirty as it 


could be, and it took a policeman and a man 


| with a cart-rung to start the horses off, and I 


| off. 


knew she felt just mad enough to bite my head 
The barouche cost me two dollars, and I 


| gave an extra quarter to the coachman, for he 


was so sweetly polite, and helped me out just as 
if it was my own private carriage. That was 
two dollars and a quarter—wasn't it, dear ? 
Mr. 
Mrs. Sappy.—Then, of course, when I got 
to Macy’s I felt fatigued, and I went wp-stairs 
and got a cream-cake and anoyster stew, and 
a Charolotte Russe, and a piece of pie, and a 
cup of tea, and a—and a—well, I forget just 


Sappy (groaning).—Yes. 


| what I did get, but it cost about adollar. So 





I only had about eleven lett. 

Mr. Sappy.—Well, what did you do with 
the eleven ? 

Mrs. Sappy.—When I went down-stairs I 
met Miss Pettigrew, and she showed me -an 


| utterly utter pair of slippers, with real silk 


rosettes, which she had just bought at the 
shoe department, where they were selling out 
the slippers at an awful sacrifice because they 
were slight'y damaged by fire or water, or 
moths or something. You know how bad I 
need slippers, for I’ve only got six pair now, 
and they are all old-fashioned and Dutch-look- 
ing; so I went and got a pair, exquisite beau- 
ties, all French kid, for only two collars and 
a half. Two dollars and a half from eleven 
dollars is—is—is—— 

Mr. Sappy.—Eight-fifty. 

Mrs. Sappy.—So it is. I dowish I had your 
head for figures, Reginald. Then I spentsixty 
cents more for candy, and while I was waiting 
for change I met Mrs. Newton—she 
De Forrest—and she was just 
about going out to lunch, so I went too. 

Mr. Sappy.—But I thought you had a lunch 
before. 


be Gussie 





The lunch—my portion of it—cost one dollar 
seventy-five—yes, a dollar and seventy-five 
cents, and that and the candy made just— 
just—— 

Mr. Sappy.—Eighty cents and a dollar and 
seventy-five cents are two dollars and fifty-five 
cents. That from eight-fifty leaves, we'll say, 
even money-—six dollars. 

Mrs. Sappy.—I was just going to say so. 
Weii, I gave five cents, or ten cents—maybe it 


| was a quarter—I forget which, to a beggar 


| woman who had such an interesting sore-eyed 


child, and while I was doing it old Mrs. Rich- 
ardson came along, and I went down the ave- 
nue with her to buy a pair of skates for her 
grandfather—no, it was her grandson—and I 
passed by the savings bank where I keep my 


| account, and [ thought of the old proverb of 








used to | 


look out for a rainy day—for suppose you 
should get sick or anything—and I went in 
and put four dollars in the bank in my own 
name, and that left me just about a dollar in 
change, for I'd bought a knife, which is also a 
button-hook and a can-opener, of a peddler, 
who said it was the chance of a lifetime to buy 
an article which you would never regret, for 
twenty cents, I believe it was, and I’m sorry 
I can’t show it to you, for I know you would 
like it, but I lost it somehow. But I did buy 
one present. 

Mr. Sappy (resignedly).—What? 

Mrs. Sappy.—A delicious little blue mon- 
key, upon a cunning yellow stick, but who to 
give it to I don’t know. And, Reginald, dear, 
I’ve got to have at least twenty dollars more 
Monday to buy presents with. 

[ CURTAIN. 

Now cogitateth the speculative man upon 
what cheap present he can invest in for a 
rich relation who will see him ten better in 
return. Now goeth about the cunning maid- 
en in search of patterns for fancy slippers, and 
thinking of the ring or bracelets she will prob- 
ably receive in return. And also goeth about 
the holy man of Israel among his parishioners 
to remind them of his anxiety regarding their 
spiritual welfare, and to encourage then? in 
the work of giving gifts to the poor, of which 
he counts himself one, So also hinteth the far- 
seeing wife about a smoking cap which her 
husband needs. And the small boy goeth 
over the carpet like one on skates when in the 
presence of his father. Verily, it is a sea- 
son of intrigue, hints, hope, expeetation, and 
tantalization. 

THE JUDGE met a friend the other day, all 
tattered and torn. The usually natty gentle- 
man looked as though he had been through a 
threshing machine, but in response to His 


| Honor’s anxious inquiries, he said he had 


only just got caught in a crowd of lady shop- 


| pers who were swarming about the entrance 


| to a popular variety store. 


Mrs. Sappy.—Lunch! Do you call what I ate | 
|; over. 


before lunch? That was just a simple snack. 
As I was saying, we went to lunch, and of 
course I had to halve up with her, though she 
insisted upon paying for it, for even if her 
husband is a Railway King, and you are a 
bank clerk, I’m just as good as she, and I 


He will patronize 
back streets until after the holiday fever is 





THE majority of our churches are close cor- 
porations—except when the contribution-box 
is being passed around, and then there is a 


chance for all hands to chip in on salvation. 
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THE JUDGE. 
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\ , UII || 5: 
“ Now, Johnny, tell the litile girls what a quadruped is.” 
“ Weil, there’s the efelant, the cow., the ‘potamus, and” (after pause) ‘two liltle girls.” 
A Right Up-and-Down Talk. run sleeping cars with each elevator, and top 
‘ floorers arrive in time for eight o’clock break 
; ; g» | fast. That’s pretty tall, ain’t it?” 
‘* ARE you running on schedule time, now?” | /' “Pp oe aa on t ne . ‘th all 
. . . re ij é assente y i 
said I to the conductor of an elevator in one | remy tal, accented 1, WHR ah mj 
of New York’s ninety-and-nine-story buildings. eee ‘ : t institut! It’ 
. . leslie ’ ‘Elevators is a great institution. s my 
‘* Well, I should kinder smirk!” replied the a welt =, 
“ opinion that, if they had placed one of Otis 
chipper up-and-down traveler. ‘‘ We have to , : sv as 
: f elevators in the tower of Babel, the buildin 
make close connections, or them felliz on the : re ’ , 
pO 2 . ., os | WOuld have been payin’ property to this day. | 
top floors will kick. Where are you goin’ to? 9 aaah, “a F 
0. Zone’s office.” lied I ’ Important? well, I guess yes! Why, if ele- 
“*O. Zone’s 0 replied I. . , 
wie Titres vators ever git on a general strike, there'll be 
“t Hoa ve Sa . : 

He's on the fifty-third floor -if you don’t | thousands of poor critters way, way up on top 
want to collect a bill. He's given me the | foors as’ll starve to death before they can get 
straight tip to pass all felliz as wants to col- | qown-stairs to where provisions is. 

ect over i Q ) é roure . : : ’ 
? ot ~~ vate tyke revere ade : ‘*Confound it! The machine don’t run 
e e y-live, 8 18 a ay eieve 7 
—_ ae oe ve -< a he . apd. well to-day. The ropes are fouled somewhere 
or you arrive . 1¢ 1as xpres oes , + 
md nO ee © Hast express COCs | up above. Took Evarts up yesterday, and he 
ae on 6 a ‘od I paralyzed the riggin’ with one of his big 
ie _ Kes — "ag i - , “Ww sentences. You never see such a mess, The 
< “One A ' ° ° 
OS a ee : ropes were twisted every which way. 
are the same as a railroad; only the regular ‘Bifty-third floor! H ' Ol 
’ . . . y-thire oer: ere you are! e 
R. R.’s run horizontal, while we go up and ae = % ~ Don't y h hi 
. ‘ ‘ office. on't you hear him 
down. We have our accommodation train | ™@"* ™ ™* _ J ‘ 


and our fast express, same as they. Look up 
there,” and he pointed through the roof of our 
elevator. ‘*See her bile! Why, she’s doin’ a 
mile a minute now.” 

Way—way up over us I could see an ele- 
vator ascending at a very rapid pace. 

“‘That’s the lightning express,” said my 
guide. ‘‘ Allthe big guns go on that.” 
with a dissatisfied air. he continued: ‘‘ While 
I have to tote all the office boys and pot-wras- 
slers. Just look at her hum!” said he, looking 
up again. 

His rapturous upturned face, with the light 
from the roof of the elevator coming down 
and suffusing it in a Rembrantesque way, 
made me think of the old art masterpieces. 

‘*The tad who works the rope on that ele- 
vator is a corker. Why, there’s one spot on 
the line where he makes his train do a cool 
mile and a half a minute.” 

‘‘ How many miles have you on this—line?” 
I asked. 

‘‘Dunno! There must be over a hundred. 
But ours ain’t the longest road, though! They 
say there’s a flat uptown where they have to 


And | 


wrasslin’ with his pen? 
trip. S'long!” 


See you on the donw 
W. P. 





He lived in Rye, and on it, too, sometimes. 
| One night last week he failed to ‘‘ connect,” 
| but he had a certain kind of remorse, and so 
telegraphed home to his wife this laconic mes- 
sage: ‘‘Darling, Iam safe.” The next day 
he managed to assuage his sorrow with con- 
siderable of his town’s namesake, but a late 
train took him to his anxious better half. 

‘What has happened?” was her first in- 
quiry. 

**Oh, nussin much. Why?” he asked. 

‘*But why did you send me this?” she asked, 
| showing him the dispatch. 


He looked at it for a moment trying to think 
why he had sent it, and then he suddenly re- 
membered the Vienna horror. 

‘*Well, ole gal, fact ish, I thought you 
might have heard ‘bout the terrible theater 
fire in Vienna, an’ got worried "bout me. Bus 
it’s all right; here I am all safe. See.” 

She led him gently to bed, and nothing has 
| been said about the horror since. 














A SETTLED Fact: The cup of clear coffee. 


ONE of Boston's original thinkers writes of 
‘ill-tempered jokes.” Next we shall hear of 
good-natured growls. 

A DISPATCH from Steubenville, Ohio, says a 
policeman there the other night lost his pock- 
et-book containing $195. The question sug- 
gests itself, who had he been holding up.— 
Kansas City Times. It looks rather more like 
an unquestioned case of ‘‘ knocking down.” 


” 


‘ Sure ‘Pop’: The father whose children 


resemble him in phiz. 





WE shall have a stable government, if Bon- 
wer, Lorillard, Keene & Co., have any influ- 
ence with Arthur and his Cabinet. 


HE that is callous to slander hath the true 
wit of patience. 


BETTER to bide the harvest of virtue than 
abide with a grass-widow. 

Your chronic, thin-brained traducer is a 
distempered cur gnawing at the bone of envy. 


NIXSY. 
“Aun, drink with your bright ruby lips, 
Your maddening, musical lips, 
Deep draughts of this bottled Bordeaux, 
While I toss a toast to your eyes, 
Your beaming, beneficent eyes, 
And crave of your love a morceau.” 
Thus I sang to my Sal Volatile— 
As we munched at a Fulton street meal— 
But those lips snapped in angry retort, 
‘* EnriQue, I’m not of that sort.” 


MERIT always finds the slippery pole of suc- 
cess well greased with the oleomargarine of 
contumely. 


Tue wintry winds were whistling shrili~ 
As with dead leaves they flirted— 
When a freshly posted opera-bill 
My sidelong glance diverted. 
I gazed upon the well-known name 
Of saucy Emma Abott, 
And wondered if she was to blame 
For a very stagey habit 
Of promiscuous osculation. 





SHE thrillingly cackled in his dexter auricle: 
‘** Don’t go yet, dearest!” He said he wouldn't, 
but he fibbed equal to a detected bank clerk. 
Three minutes later the |echo of his uplifted 
wail of remonstrance had died away on the 
midnight zephyrs, and the sole occupant of 
that dadoed vestibule put his foot down as he 
turned to go into executive session with a tear- 
stained daughter. 


Say, are you a pretty good thinker? Well, 
think of some good deed you can do as well 
as not between this and Christmas. 


‘Pere, that is not rheumatism you have 
got, it’s the gout.” 

‘*Well, perhapsit is, The free lunches they 
set out nowadays are a deal richer than they 
used to be. It’s an age of luxury, Joe.” 









































KELLOGG. 


IN STYLE DOBSONIAN. 


Tuovuas long she has tried to get married, 
Yet tarried, 
At last there’s a man for Louisa, 
And he’s a 


Chap whom a fortune will bring her. 

This singer 
Gracefully curtsies to Hymen ; 

But why men 


Permitted the son of a Quaker 

To take her 
Is of all vagaries of Cupid 

Most stupid. 


Ah! Clara, how tenors, who kiss you, 
Will miss you; 
No more will our proud prima donna 
Upon a 


Benefit night tread ’mid showers 
Of flowers, 
Or smile with asmirk, beatific, 
Specific. 


No more will she warble in Norma, 

Or warm a 
Passion to life in an opera 

Less proper, ah! 


She will go from our gaze to seclusion, 
Confusion! 
Who thought this heir of a brewer 
E’en knew her? 
—H. C. L. 


“JAY CHARLTON.” 


JovE bolted; and from all accounts one of | 


Jove’s bolts seared all the landlords in the 


neighborhood. 


CALAMUS is the root of much evil. 


AN Iowa man has been plaintiff in a law- 
suit for twenty-seven years. Probably they 
will write on his tombstone, ‘‘The plaintiff 
rests.” 

SHE said: ‘‘ Dear, do not call me Linda, but 
Melinda.” 

‘‘You are always me Linda,” he said. 

A PARISIAN has invented a coffee-urn which 
stores up the essence and saves scores of dol- 
lars a year. It is not that you know so much 
about the coffee urnings. 


KATE CLAXTON’s girl baby can hold a 
nursing bottle as lightly as if it were a fire- 
extinguisher. 





Oscar WILDE, the poet’s, voice is described 
by his esthetic lovers as being full of light, 
melodious waves—which leads us ask 
‘‘What are the Wilde waves saying?” 


to 





CHICAGO not only puts cotton in the shoul- 
ders of its overcoats, and rats in its hair 
braids, but the police say that Chicago is full 
of foot-pads. 


MADAME GERSTER, the singer, is a good 
cook. Many of her imitators are only cuckoos. 


CAMPANINI is always prompt at the opera 
house. But the man who holds the book is 
the prompter man. 


THE JUDGE. 


TALMAGE refuses to reply to his detractors. 
He will not give blow for blow. 

AND now the albinos and the rabbits are 
| getting the pinkeye. 

CHRISTMAS trees are already arriving in 
| market. Many of our German friends use 
them in advance of the happy day. 
these trees are very spruce. 


Some of 


I po not know whether I ever told the story. 
I was once standing alongside of Mark Twain 
in the principal street of the capital of the 
Sandwich Islands, and a dog was chasing and 
biting a squealing pig. Twain remarked with 
his peculiar drawl: ‘‘ That pig has got a good 
ear for music.” 


I KNOW it is a sin 
For me to sit and grin 
At her here; 
But the wrinkled wash-tub hat, 
With its brim so wide and flat, 
Is so queer. 


HIGH livers usually get high livers, and we 
do not mean pate de foi gras, either. 


Goosey’s Walk. 

He came in the early morning, before the 
sun had shed its warmth around and about 
the city ; he came like the early bird, but for 
a far different object. Entering a restaurant 
that is located very near the sanctum of this 
paper, he strode gayly up to the bar, smiled 
pleasantly to the young man, whose reputa- 
tion for making mixed drinks has drawn upon 
him the envy of every tumbler-shaker in the 
city, ‘‘Good-morning,” said the early bird, 
while he wiped his bill with the cuff of his 
coat. 

‘*Good morning, sir,” replied the dispenser 
of beverages. 

‘Little chilly now early in the morning ; 
let me have a little whisky, please,” said the 
morning lark, and he spoke in such a bright, 
quick, offhanded way, that the young man 
with the gleaming eye and the dollar diamond 
handed out a bottle of his best velvet-gloss 
whisky, and selected one of the thinnest and 
most approved whisky glasses. 

The early worm poured forth a bounteous 
drink, and with the precision of a man who 
had acquired his skill by long practice, he 
placed himself entirely on the outside of the 
whisky. 

‘*Has my friend been here this morning ?” 
he inquired, as he smacked his lips and drew 
in from his mustache some remnants of mois- 
ture. 

‘*Who is your friend ? 
replied the bar-keeper. 

‘*Not know Goosey ? Why, he comes here 
every morning,” said the man. 

‘*No, I really do not know any one named 
Goosey,” replied the bar-keeper. 

‘Oh, you must know him,” said the im- 
biber; ‘‘you must have seen him often ; he is 
a tall, straight-shouldered man, lame in one 
leg. He walks this way ;” and, suiting the 
action to the word, the early bird limped 


I don’t know him,” 

















| desolate. 
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around the room, then through the door into 
the street. 

The young man behind the bar waited for 
him to return. 
Baltimore Every Saturday. 


In fact, he is waiting yet.— 


A Sorrowful Circumstance. 


A verY sad thing occurred in California the 
other day. A young bride and groom living 
on the coast were compelled to elope, as their 
parents absolutely refused tosanction the mar- 
riage. The happy couple went down to Los 
Angelos, the bride ill with 
cholera infantum and died, while the groom 
was attacked with membraneous croup and 
worms at about the same time, and nearly lost 
his life also. 

Thus far away from home, and with no pa 
rent near, the young bride breathed her last, 
while her husband, in another room, was so 


where became 


ill that he could not go near her to soothe her 
last moments on earth. 

back 
broken-hearted parents, lonely and 


A few weeks later the widower went 
to the 


He was so changed by the sorrow 


| he had passed through that, though only nine 


| years old, his hair was white as the driven 


| snow. 





He never smiled again, but shut him- 
self up in a primary school, and always seemed 
wrapt in his own gloomy thoughts. 

When his seat-mate put a bent pin under 
the teacher, and the teacher tried to jump out 
through the belfry, and all the rest of the 
school laughed, the lonely little widower did 
not smile. His heart was too sore. 

At the Sabbath-school or the circus it mad 

difference. The husband was 
wrapped in gloom, and no joy could apparent- 
iy churn him up. 


no stricken 
His soul seemed to stag- 
nate and to sour on all humanity. 

Though young in years his mind seemed to 
have matured suddenly through sorrow and 
death. 

Finally, just as he was about to be pro- 
moted to the third reader, and the future 
seemed brightening for him, he came in con- 
tact with a bunch of watermelon colic that 
was more vigorous than he was, and before 
morning he had rolled himself up in a spheri- 
cal wad and died. 

Thus, within one short year this bride and 
groom passed from earth. 
tolisp each other’s names, 


Just as they began 
and as their minds 


were opening out and unfolding like a head of 


cauliflower. Just as they were beginning to 
acquire information, when the bride had 
reached the happy age when she could count 
up to 100, and the happy young husband had as 
a result of scientific research learned that the 
verb signifies to be, to act, or to be acted 
upon, and just as he had learned also to 
whistle through his teeth and to wear sus. 
penders, death came ‘and busted a happy little 
play-house. 

It is such occurrences as these that cast a 
gloom over matrimony and drive many of our 
fairest and brightest children from wedded 
life. These young bridal couples must either 
provide themselves with a nurse when they 
make their wedding tour, or the whole land 
will be filled with new-made graves,—Lara- 
mie Boomerang. 













































































































































































































































































































































































No 
THEATRICAL BRIEF. 


May it Please Your Honor: 

In compliance with recent instructions issued by 
Your Honorable Court, the undersigned, on Monday 
evening last, subjected the piece, play, or melodrama, 
entitled Lights o’ London, now being performed at 
the Union Square Theater, to a close and rigid supple- 
mentary The room, or 
densely crowded. and the fees collected by one Walter 
L. Palmer, clerk of the court, must 
a sum exceeding $1,500. 
formance, and desire, as a result, to make the follow- 
ing report: 

1. Lights o’ London is an essentially English melo- 


examination. theater, was 
have amounted to 


I sat through the entire per- 


drama, of which the characters. ‘‘ points,” jokes, situa- 
tions and incidents are as remote from the appreciation 
of New York as they are from that of Timbuctoo. 

2. The play is very inartistically constructed, being 


full of personages who have no coherent relation to the 


story, who disappear without reason, and who do very 
little of interest when they are on the stage. 


3. The hero and heorine are insufferably tedious, and | 


attract no sympathy whatever, there being no obvious 


reason educated, stalwart gentleman 
Harold Arinytage should descend to the level of a com- 
mon, not to say, dirty tramp. 


4. Miss Sara Jewett and Mr. Charles Thorne, out of 


why an 


«Society ” clothes, look anything but nice, the former 
acutely resembling a consumptive cook, and the latter 
more than 
Third Avenue car stables. 


5. The play ends in the most fizzling and impotent 


suggesting a dissolute hanger-on of the 


manner, there being no actual assurance that Harold 
Armytage will be pardoned; that his cousin, Clifford, 
will be punished, that Seth Preene will finally recover 
his daughter, and that the law of compensation will 
be satisfactorily fulfilled. 

6. Take it all in all, the piay is acted by most mem- 
bers of the Union Square company, as if they were 
heartily ashamed of having to appear in it. 

Per Contra, 1 have to report the following: 

1. The scenery is simply superb, no such stage pict- 
ures as the Chatham Road by moonlight in midwinter, 
and the Steps of Regent’s Park having been seen in 
New York in any previous dramatic production. 

2. The audience seem to like the piece, and applaud 
equally what they don’t understand and what they do. 

Comparing these conditions, therefore, I find myself 
compelled to report to Your Honorable Court that, in 
all probubility, the said play, piece, or melodrama en- 
titled Lights o° London as aforesaid, will run for at 
least one hundred consecutive nights. 








like | 


THE JUDGE. 


In discharge of my second reference of the present | 
week —an inquiry into the alleged false pretenses under 


which William J. Florence, comedian, so-called, and 
Annie. his wife, are obtaining money at Booth’s Thea- 
ter—I desire to submit the following: 

The said William J. Florence, and Annie, his wife, 
are accused, under oath, by John Doe, Richard Roe, 


and other intelligent persons, of exposing in various | 


and divers shop windows portraits, made by what is 
called the chromo-lithographie process, of a remarka- 
bly handsome young man of the age of eighteen, or 


thereabouts, and of a surpassingly beautiful young 
woman of the age of sixteen, or thereaborts. Over 
the heads of such portraits are printed se words, 


300th’s Theater”; under them the w’.ds severally 
and respectively, ‘‘ William J. Flore 
Florence,” the design being to in 
holders that the handsome young m 1 the beauti- 
ful young woman aforesaid are, at ths esent, p!ay- 
ing or performing at Booth’s Theater aforesaid, in and 
by the names of William J. Florence and Annie Flor- 
ence; whereas, in fact, the persons actuaily at this 


’ and ‘“.nnie 
3 upon all be- 


present performing in Booth’s Theater aforesaid, are of 
middle age, well stricken in years—all of which is done 
with the express purpose and intention to allure ignor- 
ant and unsuspecting persons to purchase tickets of 
admission to the said theater and the performances as 
aforesaid, of the said William J. Florence and Annie, 
his wife. 

On Wednesday last past, the undersigned did personal- 
ly attend such a performance at the said theater by the 
said William J. Florence and Annie, his wife, and desires 
to herein submit his report upon the same: 

1. The said Florence is stout and short, not to say 


| fat and dumpy, with a waddling gait, puffy cheeks, a 


wrinkled forehead, and a baldish head. 
carriage, and the fact that he was a popular comedian 


thirty or forty years ago, all lend support to the hy- | 


pothesis that the said Florence is a person over fifty 


| years of age, and therefore oliviously not the handsome 


young man of eighteen, represented in the chromo.-litho- 
graphic portraits as hereinbefore described. 

2. The said Annie, his wife, is tall and slender, with 
a beautiful child’s complexion, a lithe, girlish figure, 
lovely golden hair, infantile blue eyes, a fresh and ring- 
ing maiden’s voice. She dresses with marvelous sim- 
plicity, behaves with childish abandon, and gives every 
sign of extreme youth. Iam inclined to estimate her 
age at about ten or twelve years, on which account I 
unhesitatingly pronounce her much too immature to be 
idertical with the beautiful young woman of the chro- 
mo-lithographic portrait aforesaid. 

Wherefore, on the ground that the said William J. 
Florence is much too old, and the said Annie, his wife, 
is much too young to be the originals of aaid portraits, 
and whereas large numbers of ignorant and unsus- 
pecting persons pay sums of money in the hope and 
with the desire of seeing the said originals of said por- 
traits in the said William J. Florence and Annie, his 
wife, I have to recommend that the said William J. 
Florence and the said Annie, his wife, shall be cau- 
tioned to withdraw said illusory portraits from the pub- 


lic view under penalty of fine and imprisonment, ac- | 


cording to the statute in such case made and provided. 
All of which is respectfully submitted. 
THE REFEREE. 


SMELLING salts—sailors trying to discover a 
place where whisky is sold. 


‘‘Nick, what are you going to give me for 
my Christmas?” 
‘Give you ! ‘ Skork ?’ 
mind.” 
‘» Nonsense, I want something that will last 





my 


| over night.”’ 


‘* Well, then, take my opinion of you.” 


‘*GoING to make many calls New Years, 
Jim?” 

‘Me! I was born with a caul.” 

‘*Yes, but you should let it be known 
whether you are thereby a predestined for- 
tune teller or an educated bank teller. 

‘*T’ll see my first-best girl and tell her.” 








| consequence, 
| be given to each patron? 





Give you a piece of 











AT A CINCINNATI RECEPTION. 
He spoke of music ane art, 
To interest this maiden fair; 


She listened, but she took no part, 
Gazing at him with puzzled air. 


Noting her wonder, he began 
A b ief discourse on pottery ; 

She hid her face behind her fan, 
Looking as bored as she could be. 


Yet hopefully he chatted on, 

His language filled with wit and grace, 
But when he saw her slowly yawn, 

He left, with anguish on his face. 


And Boston-reared, he could not tell, 
Until, alas! it was too late, 
Why she, a Cincinnati belle, 
His talk could not appreciate 
For, later, passing by alone, 
He heard some one make a remark, 
At which her face with rapture shone— 
Twas something relative to pork! 


-MALCOLM DOUGLAS. 


GROUND is very dear in 
lack’s new theater is very 


New York. Wal- 
small, probably in 
How many square inches is to 
Is it being built to 
secure the greatest possible money to the 
square inch for the management, or the great- 


| . . . ° 
ret ¢ eafe . > »? 
His voice, his | est amount of safety for the public? 


Some recent exhumations in Egypt have 
brought to light the supposed statue of Poti- 
phar’s wife, and competent judges say that if 
the thing of marble was true to life, Joseph 
was justified in having his coat torn. 





Say the worst they can of him, Henry Bergh 
has proven himself a true humanitarian and 
a friend of creatures in need of a friend. 
Would that we could say as much for the chiefs 
of other so-called reform societies who as- 
sume (in print) to care for a h gher grade of 
animals. 


JacK and Gill went down the hill, 
Upon a bran new-sleigh, 

They struck a snag, and went over a crag, 
Their remains were carried home on a tray. 


WHIFFS WITH CORRESPONDENTS, 


SAMUEL H. B.—Your poem is waiting for you at this office. 
H. M. H.—We pay for articles, of course we do, when we get 
the worth of our money. 


“SunDAY Pye.’"’—We ‘aven’t the time, yer know. 
fiend pursues us seven days a week. 


The copy 


A. H. B.—The sketch may be original with you, but it con- 
tains nothing new to the general reader. 

G. W. C.—No, we have a punster of our own, and it is impos- 
sible for you to surpass him in this line of badness, 

EL! PERKINS.—Much obliged for your good opinion, and when 
we start our * Liars’ Column,” you shall have a show. 

BILLY B.—You suggest that “ Christmas ts coming.” and by 
the way our poets pan out, we half suspect that you are 
right. 

* Bos.’’—Your joke has been bobbing around altogether too 


long, but you might find sale for it with some of our popular 


end men.” 
Quviz."’—No, THE JUDGE will not publish a parody on ‘ 
Hundred,"’ but perhaps “A Thousand a Year’’ 
fooled with in that way. 


Old 
might be 


CHARLES F. G.—Your story 1s undoubtedly true, but it is also 
undoubtedly written very badly; and, as it 1s not at all suita- 
ble for our columns, we naturally decline it. 

Vv. W.—Sentiment all right, but versification bad. “ Bilge’ 
limps bad!y when it attempts to rhyme with * child.” and 
“ pucker ” hobbles slightly when you push it up against ~ sup- 
per’’ and try to make it jingle melodiously. 



































Our Original Norristown Budget. 


THE following too-too incident occurred re- 
cently in the home of an esthetic family. A 
young lady who was showing a gentleman 
friend some peacock feathers, remarked with 
much animation: ‘‘Aren’t they beautiful? 
Mamma has a big: tail———” And as she stop- 
ped an instant to let her brain catch up with 
her mouth, the youn man looked embarrass 
ed, and innocently stammered, ‘‘ H-h-has 
she?” The maiden tlushed, and hastened to 
explain that her mother possessed a whole 
peacock’s tail. Then silence reigned for a 
brief length of period. 


A POET says: ‘‘I cannot hate her, though 
I’ve tried a thousand ways to do it.” We in- 
fer that he never called, according to promise, 
to take her to the opera, only to find that she 
had gone out carriage-riding with his rival. 
If he didn’t hate her after such a ‘‘ snub,” he 
might try fifty thousand ways to do it, and 
not succeed, 


A TIDY young lady, short of stature, married 
a man six feet four inches tall. She explained 
to her friends that he would be so handy to 
have in the house; he could light the chande- 
lier in the parlor, and hang pictures without 
getting on the chairs and soiling them with 
his boots. 


A WoMAN’s SOCIETY, organized a month ago, 
meets once a week to discuss matters pertain- 
ing to cooking and housekeeping. On the oc- 
casion of its first meeting it was so late when 
the members got through talking about their 
ncighbors (discussing the new damasse silk 
dress worn by Mrs. B., and wondering how 
Mr. C. managed to live so expensively on such 
a small salary, and whether Miss Blanque, 
who had been keeping company with young 
Tahrdie five years, would ever get married, 
etc.)—it was so late when all these important 
topics were disposed of that the members con- 
cluded to defer until their next meeting the 
object for which they had convened. 


‘“‘Tr is hard to say good-bye,” sings a poet. 
We never thought ‘‘good-bye” was hard to 
say. It is certainly much easier than to say 
one syllable of a Russian general's name. 


| 
| 
| 


| pose. 


THE JUDGE. 


HERE is a nucleus for a four or five column 
story, which we haven't time to construct, 
and, besides, we never tell stories. The truth 
pays much it 
Two inclined-to-be-rapid young men were look- 


better, because is so scarce, 


ing over the catalogue ofa female seminary, 


| tiful as a poet’s dream.” 








when one moved that they select a couple of 
names and, if possible, open a correspondeuce 
with their respective owners. The motion 
was and unanimously adopted, 
‘* Here,” said one of the youths, ‘‘is Estelle 
St. Claire. 


seconded 


I'll become her unknown admirer. 
\ girl with such a romantic and aristocratic 
ippellation must be high-toned, and as beau- 
‘* Well,” said num- 
ber two, ‘**here’s the homely name of Sarah 
Jane Brown; just for fun I'll send her a taffy 
epistle.” The letters were written and post- 
ed, and the pupils, also ‘‘just for fun,” an- 
swered them. And it came to pass, ere many 
moons had waxed and waned, that the quar- 
tet met at an evening reception, when the 
young men made the discovery that Estelle 
St. Claire had red hair, a pug nose, freckles, 


| and a defect in her off eye, while the homely- 


named Sarah Jane Brown was a beautiful 
blonde, gay, vivacious, with a distingue air, 
peachy cheeks, and sparkling eyes. 
reminds us of the late Mr. Shakespeare's co- 
nundrum, ‘‘ What's in a name?” 

THE words ‘“‘laughter” and ‘applause ” 
appear in the newspaper reports of the trial 
of the assassin Guiteau. <A murder trial is 
not much more cheerful than a debate in Con- 
gress, where the same words occur; and it 
will be in order next to have “laughter” and 
‘‘applause” at a funeral. It might appear a 
little odd at first, but we should soon get ac- 
customed to it. 


‘¢ AgouT thirty thousand thieves do busi- 
ness in London.” This, we presume, does not 
include bank cashiers and life insurance com- 
panies. The London thieves never ‘strike 
for wages,” save when they strike a man on 
the head with a club. 


A LONDON physician says that a woman’s 
waist, of perfect proportions, should measure 
two-thirds of the girth round the shoulders. 
It is important that this fact should be gener- 
ally known, but some young men take so little 
interest in physiology and so forth that they 
will visit a girl scores of times without ascer- 
taining whether the proportions of her waist 
are perfect; while others, of a more investi- 
gating turn of mind, embark in the measuring 
business the first time they call, but have such 
poor memories that they are obliged to take a 
new measure at each subsequent visit. 


It is said that our Secretary of the Navy 
will ask the present Congress to appropriate 
one million dollars to erect a fire-and-storm - 
proof building in which to house the vessels 
comprising our navy during the winter. The 
Secretary wants to save what little navy we 
have, anyhow; but it will strike thinking per- 
sons that the sum of fifteen or twenty thou- 
sand dollars would be enough to build a struc- 
ture large and durable enough for the pur- 
Ww. 


Which | 
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7 REASONS 


WHY 


BENSON'S CAPCINE PLASTERS 


SHOULD BE PREFERRED 


OVER ALL OTHER FAMILY MEDICINES. 


First-CLEANLINESS IN USE; they are s0 im 
measurably neater cnd cleaner in use, and so much more power 
ful, quicker and efficacious in removing ailments, than lin 


ments, medicated oi!s, salves, pads of every description, oint 
ments and lotions, that the first reason should induce the public 
to prefer them, 

Second—INEXPENSIVENESS;; without exceptior 
it is the cheapest meritorious household remedy ever com 
pounded, 

Third—They are a great and necessary improvement on the 
slow action of India Rubber Porous Strengthening Plasters, and 
a!l remedies employed externally ; tacy posscss ail the merit of 
the Inc!a Rubber Porous Strengthening Plastcr, and c 
addition thereto, newly incorporc 
agents, which act tpeciatly wth 


ntain in 
ed active vegctalle therapeutic 
an increased rubefacient, stim- 
ulating, strengthcning, sedative and counter-liritant cfect. 

Fourth—Thcir ection is more vigorous than electricty, and 
as a local remedy they are more poweiful and penetrating. 








Fif h—One Benson's Capcine Porous Pias- 
ter will effect more than the use of a dozen of any other 
} brand. 

Sixth—They will quickly cure ailments that other remedies. 
aftcr continuous use and wear, fail to relieve. 


Seventh—Physicians prescribe them for their patients, pre- 
ferring them to any other porozs plaster, which alone is over 
whelming proof of their value and superior merit. 

CAUTION. 

See that the word CAFCINE is cut in the Plaste> 

Take no other. 


| 


Price 2 Cents. 


SEABURY & JOHNSON, 


Pharmaceutical Chemists, 
NEW YORK. 


THE FEATHER WEIGHT 


UMBRELLA 


THE NEATEST, 
UMB 





LIGHTEST, STRONGEST 
RELLA MADE. 


#%5.00, in a Neat-fitting Silk Case. 


MilLst.E:R’s, 


Broadway, cor. 25th St. 6th Ave., cor, 22d St. 


LEGGAT BROS.., 


CHEAPEST 
BOOK STORE 
IN THE WORLD. 


179.848 MAGNIFICENT GIFT BOOKS AND GORGEOUS 
JUVENILE BOOKS ALMOST GIVEN AWAY. GRAND 
HOLIDAY CATALOGUE FREE. 
81 CHAMBERS STREET, 


Third door west of City Hall Park, N. Y. 





No. 





THE CHEAPEST NOVELTY HOUSE 
IN THE WORLD. 


GOLD! GOLD! Easily Made. 
$10 aday. Employ- 
ment for all We 
want agents in every 
town in the U. S. and 
Canada to introduce 
our new novelties. 
Jewelry, Watches, 
Tricks. Brazilian 
Diamonds. Cata- 
logue and Samples sent for 11 one 
cent stamps, Brazilian Diamonds 
in Studs, Rings, Pins, 25, 50, 75 
cents, $1.25 up to $18.00. Bankrupt 
Stock, Seven Shot Revolvers, 75 cents each; Stem Winding 
Watches, $3.00. A full line of Holiday Goods and Trick Cabi- 
nets, from 25 cents up to $2.00 each. 


FELTON MANUFACTURING COMPANY, 


No. 138 Fulton Street, N. Y. 
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No. 194 FIFTH AVENUE, 
Under Fifth Ave. Hotel. 


No. 212 BROADWAY, 
Corner Fulton Street. 


i= STYLES ARE CORRECT !! 





THE JUDGE. 








ENO =X, 


THE HATTER’S 


WORLD RENOWNED 








ENGLISH HATS, 
“Martin’s” Umbrellas, 


“DENTS” GLOVES, 
Foreign Novelties. 


QUALITY — THE BEST!! _2 





Agents for the sale of these remarkable FEY AA "¥"&§ can be found in every city in the United States. 


All 


Hats manufactured by this house are the recognized standard of excellence throughout the world. 


None genuine without the trademark. 








g MUSIC 


of all kinds | - great variety; and ‘also many Novelties in 
‘AL FANCY ARTICLES, suitable for 


HOLIDAY PRESENTS. 
M. J. PAILLARD & 00., 


680 BROADWAY, N. Y. 
MUSICAL BOXES CAREFULLY REPAIRED. 


The Wilson Patent 


SSOCST RSLS CHAIR, 





With Thirty Changes of Positions 
Parlor, Library, Invalid Chair 
Child's Crib, Bed or Lounge 


combining beauty 
strength, simplicity, and com- 
fort. Everything to an exact 
science. Orders by mail 
promptly attended to. Goods 
shipped to any address (. O. D. 
Send stamp for llustrated Cir- 
cular; quote THE JUDGE. 

The Wilson Adjus. Chair M’fg Co., 
661 BROADWAY, N. Y. 


lightness, 





READING POSITION, 


Address 


THE Manchester Union suggests ‘‘Our Little Navy” 
for opera. It is doubtful if 
there is enough of the navy left to even found a bur- 
Ne w 


as a good title a comic 


lesque upon. Haven Register. 


GILBERT & SULLIVAN’s next opera will be on an 

subject. If know 
than the Englishman, 
Springfie ld Union. 


American no more about 


it will be a 


they 
America average 
comic opera. 

‘*THE path of glory leads but to the grave.” So do 
all other paths, and we may as well have the glory.— 
Illinois State Re ister. 

AN artist earns his living easily, and his work is 
paletteable.—Earl Marble. Not know 
artists who have had many hard brushes for 


always; we 


several 


fame.— Baltimore Every Saturday. 
Sam Jounstne felt very much aggrieved because an 


Austin justice fined him five dollars for disturbing the 


peace. ‘Mr. Johnsing,” said the justice, *‘ you can 
take an appeal; you havea legal remedy.” ‘‘I knows 
all about dem remedies, sah; dey am werry much like 
dem udder remedies you gets at de drug store. De 
more ob ’em yer takes, de sicker yer gits.”—Texcas 


Siftings. 


A WRITER on music says: ‘Gothic architecture rep- 
resents contrapuntal music in this respect—it is dec- 
construction. other like 


(such as airs with meretricious, or- 


orated Some architecture, 
some other music 
decorated.” 


We had 


namental variations), is as construction 


And a feeling of great relief comes over us. 





N. HUBBARD MILLER, 
TAILOR and IMPORTER 


Nos. 101 & 103 Nassau §&t., 
NEW YORK. 


BENNETT BUILDING. 











Clough & Warren 


JUDGE. 


=(Union Square’, N. Y. 


musi¢e was in 
in which the 


heretofore supposed that ‘‘ contrapuntal” 
the nature 
oboe parts were softly played on a fish horn, and the 
tympani score gently rattled on an old wash-boiler. It 


a relief to have an erroneous impression cor- 


of a calathumpian serenade, 


is such 
rected.— Tom Wearer. 


ee CONCERTS, 14th ST., NEAR 6th AVE. 


EVERY AFTERNOON AND EVENING 





PEARSON & TALLMAN, 
SHIRT MAKERS, 


389 Sixth Ave., cor. 24th St., 
And 22 FOURTH AVENUE. 


The largest and finest assortment of Silk and Wool Under- 
wear in New York. Silk Umbrellas, Fine Neck Dressings, &c. 





Manufactory, 39! & 393 Sixth Avenue 


Billiard Tables. 








The grand medal, the highest premium over all nations, hag 
been awarded to the Collender Billiard Tables and Combination 
Cushions, Balls, Cues, etc., at the Paris Exhibition of 1878. At 
the Centennial Commission, Philadelphia, in 1876, the Combina- 
tion Cushions were reported the only ones scientifically correct 
in the angles of incidence and reflection. New and second- 
hand Billiard Tables in all design: at lowest prices, 


THE H.W. COLLENDER Co. 


768 BROADWAY w York. 
#3 SUS SieTn STREET | reat 
241 TREMONT §S ae 


SEND FOR ILLU STRA’ ATED CATALOGUE, 


SCIENCE. 


A WEEKLY RECORD OF SCIENTIFIC PROCRESS. 


Illustrated. JOHN MICHELS, Editor 
ayear. Publication office, Room 17 





Terms of subscription, $4 
Tribune Building, New York. 








THE 


Organs 


They Captivate the World. 


The only reed Organs having THE 
PATENT TUBES, rendering the 
TONE equal to PIPE ORGANS. 

Received DIPLOMA and MEDAL 
(highest premium awarded) at the 
Centennia! Exposition, and 


Grand Prize Medal 


AT PARIS EXPOSITION, 1878, and 
every where exhibited. 

By the application of PATENT 
TUBES, we produce a tone so like 
that of a PIPE ORGAN as to de- 
ceive even experienced ears. 

We claim, not simply that our 
Organs are equal to, but that they 
are superior to all ethers, and we 
cordially invite inspection by ex- 
perts and others. 

Prices—845 to 81000—C ata- 
logues mailed free. Monthly Pay- 
ments if desired. Mention THE 


1876 


General Eastern Agency, 


44 E. 14th &t., 





pe 


a ee 





WEBER, 


MANUFACTURER OF 


GRAND, SQUARE: UPRIGHT PIANOS 


PRICES REASONABLE. 


TERMS EASY. 


Warerooms: Fifth Ave. and W. Sixteenth St., New York 
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S EE OUR Ir you are writing for a paper, and get off a para- W 5 = 
graph or two which you think are perfectly Shakes alker Tuthill = Bresnan 
pearean in wit and beauty of diction, always mark it 5 pi 
HOLIDAY NOVELTIES with a biue pencil before the paper is sent to the offices Successors to R. F. COLE & CO. 
of exchanges. The poor, weary editors of the said 


exchanges are not expected to know when an article is 


IN worth clipping, and when they see it surrounded by a P R I N T E R § : WA REH 0 U § E, 


blue border they suppose it is the result of inspiration, 


and clip it, even though it be as dry as the ten com- 201-205 WILLIAM STREET, 
1andments. — Hornet. 

a: 7 ° e ak CORNER FRANKFORT STREET. New York. 
Cuart pleasan‘ly to a man while he is writing a busi- 2 


ness letter. He may want to murder you, and may 
ee ; ’ S pt ce y Leads, Brass Rule, Brass Calleys, Metal Furniture and 
call you a knave, but it will relieve the ennué of his 


Quotations. Boxwood, Mahogany and Maple 
work.—Keokuk Gate City. . for Engravers’ Use. Biocking, Rout- 
| 0 V EF y C 0 A T S ‘‘MENTION the names of the great explorers,” said ee 
J jj the teacher. ‘“Ionly know one,” returned the head 
boy of the class. ‘‘ Well, tell us who it is.” ‘*‘ Mamma,” NO 
| AT responded the boy; ‘‘I see her exploring papa’s pock- MORE 
| ets every morning he 
' 

















before gets up.”—Brooklyn 


y 2 Gout, Gravel, Diabetes, French Vegetal Salicylates, infallible 
wf Eagle. harmless, scientifically proclaimed specifics relieve at once; cu 
Ge , . within four days. Box, $1._ Beware of salicylic substitute. \L. A 

WHEN a man marries a widow he can hardly go § PARIS, No. 102 W. ldth st., N. Y., only representative. Send stamp 


‘or pamphlet and references. Authentic proofs furnished at office 





a-miss.—Newton Republican. 


8 6 & 8 8 B O VW E R a. ie ; ; — Send one, two, three or five dollars 
’ HE FEATHER WEIGHT UMBRELLA is the most for a retail box, by express, of the 

useful Holiday Present you can give a friend. Neatest, best Candies in the World, put up il 

lightest and strongest Umbrella made. The prices are reason- handsome boxes. All strictly pure 


| * . able, and range $5, $6, and $7 50 each, with neat-fitting silk Suitable for presents, Try it once. 
| London & Liverpool Clothing Co. nace MILLER’S, 22d St. and 6th Ave., and Broadway and Address, Cc. F. GUNTHER, Confectioner, 
~) ‘ . 


78 Madison St., Chicago. 


A BEAUTIFUL HOLIDAY PRESENT. | 
Over 3,000,000 Sold—Phenomenal Success! | > 


FOR FILING 


DR. SCOTT’S*ELECTRIC HAIR BRUSH. Bitte Judge 


An Honest Remedy IN BOOK FORM 


PRESCRIBED AND USED BY OUR BEST PHYSICIANS. or sale ‘at the office, 13 
Which has won its wayto Royal favor in England, been cordially indorsed by the Princeand Prine and 15 Park Row, 
cess of Wales, and written upon by the Rt. Hon. W. E. Gladstone, is now brought to the notice New York. 
of the American public. It cures by natural means, will always do good, never harm, and is 
Or & remedy lasting for many years. It should be used daily in place of the ordinary Hair 
‘ Brush. The Brush Handle is made of a new odorless composition resembling ebony; & 
combination of substances PRODUCING A PERMANENT ELEC 
MARIE ULANDS AND FOLUICLI sit ponerse eee 
} ~ I uL e is 
eo > a silver compass W. tans a - ad 
° 


Not a Wire Brush | 
But Pure Bristles. 
IT 1S WARRANTED TO CURE 


Nervous Headache In 5 Minutes! Billous 
4 " ; ; Headache In 5 Minutes! WNeuraigia In S 
} y te 4 ) > st. Minutes! Dandruff and Diseases of the 

4 Pegi wee eM! ie wien t . Scalp! Prevent Falling Hair and Bald- 
es Xe . NEta rae / : Q i: ness! Promptly Arrest Premature Cray- 
ness! Make the Hair grow Long and 
Clossy! The continued use of Pills, etc., 
works irreparable Injury. Ask any Physi- 
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‘youn swue8D OT 


meee . ae Will positively produce 
‘Stine-B tele f Nee ¥. | SR: a rapid growth of hair 
pover before givens. \ fe: ¢ 4 of NAG on bald heads, where the 
ing ‘ , . ¢ glands and follicles are 


not totally destroyed. 


AHL 


Ag 
‘qnID pepteH-Plr*a PUL 
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Proprietors: The Pall Mall Electric Associa- 
tion of London. 
New York Branch: 842 Broadway. 





LSAINN 


«“HOLHAoOolya» 


‘Amp vw uo 


Dr. Scot 
It cures my headaches within 


Y, 
been a great suf- 
and she finds it ana 
Ae Hridgeman, D-D.” 


: Saratoga. 
Nits & “I cheerfully testify to the meritsof 
SQ... t’s Electric Hair B: 
SN Re. 


a few minutes. It is an 
Q excellent Hair Brush, 


well worth the pri 
aside from its co 


TL [ACL DEALERS WILL REFUND THE PRICE] QeVA@y Ors, zs 
IF NOT AS REPRESENTED. oe. * 


Many thousand similar can be seen at our office, 





AH SMNOOd 


YA 


| Ask for DR. SCOTT'S. 
jaxewoorner. sol A BEAUTIFUL BRUSH, edt Veiks. 
d E} Wewill send it on trial, postpaid, on receipt of @3-O0O, which will be 
injure returned if not as represented. 
Ip and promote Inclose 10 Cents extra and we guarantes safe delivery into » your hands i or yu send it 
ness. express, C.O.D.. ur expense, } o ni L xpress- 
1 aze adds considerably to your cot. OS", ney parent Druggist or Fancy Store to ob- 
Mention this Pa r tain one for you, and be sure Dr. ‘8 name is on the Box. 
pana Bide 2g MONEY RETURNED IF NOT AS REPRESENTED, 


soon as receive the Brush, if not well satisfied with your bargain, write us, and we will return the money. What can be fairer? 
| Rie" roprigeors of this ty know Dr. Scott to be respectable and trustworthy, a Brush has been placed in the hands of Mayor 





lOX MoN “Joorjg esoy OZ ‘ON ‘oqsTqQng ‘XISNOL UNVEI 
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‘Ltd 





“(A HSTITIAAd 


r and Postmaster James of New York, as a guarantee of 


. Remittances should be mace payable to GEO. A. SCOTT. 842 Broadway, New York. They can be made in Checks, Drafts, Post Office 
Orders, Currency, or Stamps. LIBsRAL DISCOUNT TO THE TRADE, Agents Wanted in every Town. 


Send for @ Circular of our Dr. Scott's Electric Fiesh Brush. 
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THE JUDGE. 














“Yes, sir; the poor spend too much for drink; 
they have nothing left for Christmas.” 
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~ {I'm like a turkey, allthe better 
‘ for a little stuffing.” 











GETTING READY FOR CHRISTMAS. 


THOSE WHO ENJOY IT AND THOSE WHO DON’T. 











